FRED, LOOK! 
1, FOLIND IT ON 
MY HEAD! 


SOZ IT'S 
A HAIR 
AIN'T ITZ 
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HERE, FATSO..GIVE 
WILMA A TABLESPOON 


YOUTH! SHE'LL LOOK, 
FEEL AND BE YOUNGER! 


DRINK A IT. WORKED! I IT'S TOO BAD YOU 
I GUA YOU LOOK CAN'T LOOK AS 
GET R Iu E DO, FRI YOLING AS 1 DO, 
FRED!...PRED27 


1D0 


; LOOK YOUNG, 
WILMA! I FEEL GREAT.” 


WENT TUH THE 
DRIVE-IN J 


eee SSUES 


BBR) 
on = 
= Va ee 


= 
MY __\ THAT'S TH! TROUBLE 
LICENSE \ THI 
IS IN > > 
IT 1S TOO MY HUSBAND‘S 
LICENSE, OFFICER / 


KID... 
$ AIN'T YOUR LICENSE? 


HUSBAND? YOU'RE 
YOUNG TOBE MARRIED 
LITTLE GIRL! 


\/ AWRIGHT, 
\W/ 


“i 


UD BETTER 
GET MEEYES 
EXAMINED! 


ap wiles GREY 
B d 


BEIN’ A TEEN 
AGER AIN'T SO 
\\ HOT, WILMA... 


AIK, FRED... 
LIT DON'T 


BUT, Beat We 
ALREADY Hi 
A PASSENGER? 


GAZOO.. 1 INSIS 
1M GOING TO ZiLTOX 


I DON'T SEE HIM! 
..HE MUST BE KINDA 
SMALL... 
HE CAN SIT 
ON My LAP! 


OKAY! IF 
YOU WISH! 


WHAT A DAY! THE SINK STOPPED 
UP... 1 DIDN'T GET A CHANCE TO 
WASH THE DISHES, AND PEBBLES 
AND DINO WRECKED THE HOUSE! 
DOESN'T KNOW HOW 
LLICKY HE IS! ; 


WITH A ROSE IN 
my MY TEETH! 


= 
DON'T START TELLING 
ME HOW HARD YOU 
ALL DAY WHILE WORKED TODAY! 
YOUSIT AROUND 
GOSSIPING! 


— 
1 WISH I DIDN'T HAVE 

TA WORK EVERY DAY! 

AROUND ALL DAy TH’ 


W-WHAT HAPPENED? Y _1AMYOUL...AND 
Y-YOU LOOK LIKE 1 KNOW WHAT 
UT. HAPPENED! 


| WELL, SINCE IM YY 66Reew? 
YA.ME 


YOU_NOW...ULL SIT 
AND 


READ! HURRY << 
WITH DINNER, ) ( 
WILL YA 2 


COME BACK, YA 
YELLA BELLY 


LISTEN, PEBBLES., 
EAT THAT CEREAL 
RIGHT N- 


1 KNEW YOU WERE AROLIND YOu 
NEEDLE-NOSED NITWIT? NOW, 
SWITCH US BACK OR YOU'LL 
NEVER SEE ZILTOX AGAIN? 


BETTER GET STARTED 
ON THE DISHES, WILMA! 
. TEE HEE HEE! 


YOLIN A 
MINUTE, WILMA 
FLINTSTONE! 


WAIT’LL 1 GET 
MY HANDS oe 


THAT GREE 
GREMLINZ TLL 
| TIEA KNOT INHIS 
‘| NBEDLE-NOSE! 


i 


WHY YOU INSIST _Y 


VW you Look 
ON WEARING THAT J 


IS BEYOND ME, 
FRED! 


CMON, WILMA ! 
PEBBLES 1S 
CRYIN’! 


SHEESH, DOE. 
SHE SNOREIF 


OH, NO! I'VE GOT TOSHAVE AND 
THEN GO TOWORK AT THEQUARRY! 
YOU TAKE CARE OF PEBBLES «4 


| AND BREAKFAST! 


DARN THESE MEN DRIVERS! THEY'RE 
MAKING ME SO NERVOUS! 


YOU'RE LISUALLY STE GET TO WORK, You 
THE ONE WHO SCARES ON © # !! MORONS! 
THEM HALF TA DEATH! ! I SUPPOSE IT 
YA DRIVE LIKEA WAS YOLIR 
_ CRAZY COWBOY! i FAULT, PICKLE- 
. SS! 


UH. BARNEY, Y 
WOULD YOU 
PLEASE 


I'LLEXPLAIN )) GO WATCH FRED? BUT FRED'S 
FRED? HE LATER.. HERE! THE GREAT GAZOO IS 

AIN'T ACTIN’ AS NOW I MUST < GETTIN’ FLAKEY TOO! 

OBNOXIOUS AS, ee eee 3 


USUAL nee 


HEY, GAZOO..WHAT'S 
with 


L SOON'S I FINISH  V 
WASHIN' TH' DISHES, 
SHE LOOKS ULL‘FLOP ON TH’ 
LIKE WILMA 
BUT SHE 
ACTS DUMB 
LIKE FRED! 


WHADPYA WANTS, H, : wuBivuT! 2| 


YOU BETTER 


A : 
, 1 BETTER SWEEP || TOO! Tw! 
. ITUPA LITTLE! BELIEVE 


NOW, TO RELAX! LIKE 7 
TOLD W Wi ees, 
eee GOTT IT BASY 


witMA SINCE 
WHEN HAVE YOU 
SMOKED CIGARS! IT TILL WIL... 
UGH! Wi FRED GETS 
A Brey WaBirs ! 


FRED TOO 
WILMA? YOU'R' 
BEGINNING TO SOUND 

| AS DUMB AS HIM! : 


HOURS LATER... 


THERE! NOW 
Ni 


WILMA MUST 
AVE TO BO 
THIS EVERY 
DAY! SHE <j 
AIN'T GOT IT 
S EASY A! 


IT_LOOKS 
IORMAL! 


YA BETTER GETON ) GEE, FRED'S 
| Ll Sy FRED! JOB IS ALOT 


DN'T DO HALF 
TH' WORK YUH'RE_< 


ats RDER 
SUPPOSED TU 
DO TODAY 


HAN I 
IH Y ( THOUGHT! 
PN ee 
Dy. 
6 
G 
\ 
a, 


ATs 


NS 


I 


WIT' TH’ DISHES, 
WILMA! YOU 


LEMME HELP YA ) N 


O, FRED. 
GO WATCH 
THE CARTOON 


C 


Sara as 
sHORTYS ” 


LOOK OUT, 
wv 


YEAH, FRED! HE'S OLIT LIKE A LIGHT, FRED! 
BOY!..WOTTA | | I WISH WE COLILD.DO SOME= 
FENCE} THIN' FOR HIM? HE ALWAYS: 

HELPED USOUT! 


THE redder lentle. a “THERE ARE 
ARE IN ZILTOXIAN, | PICTURES AN‘ 

HERE | | FREV! HOWCAN YA / DIAGKAMS, 
Bu GY SOMEWHERE, Bi eBemie! aust Ebe io 
BUG 1 x = 
oe ‘ fins =7 MATCH TH’ 


GAZOOIS HIT HIM ON TH” 

COMIN'ouT’ } IN, SHORTY? 

OFT, FRED! / I WANTA FINISH UP 
TA SURPRISEHIM! | 


1 FOUND TH’BLUEPRINTS 
IN YOUR Co} = 
| MENT, NEEDLENOSE! 

I CHANGED IT ACCORD 
TO TH' DIAGRAMS 

AN’ PICTURES, 


TLIEN 
THAT CRAZY 
SPACE SHIP 
OFF! 


poser pa erecay I 
4 ey. \ 
VUE 


Flame Sparkle, the Space Girl, and her rebet, Plugs, 


hed been exploring the planet called Greyland for, 


days and new the time hod come for her to make a 
report on the tiny world. Her views would be sent back 
to the Earth so that Greyland could be marked on a 
space chart; and, therefore, she had to be very coreful 
that everything she put in her report was accurate. Be- 
ing of « curious nature, Plugg was anxious te find out 
what Flame thought of Greyland and asked ber: 
“Whatte ye think?’ 

Unlike most robots whe spoke slowly ond clearly, 
Plugg was constructed and educated in Brooklyn. 
which explained why his speech was so “down te 
Eerth.” 

“Dull,” wee Flame’s simple reply. 

“There’s no coler anywhere. The trees, the moun- 


Dd 


4964 


tains, the gross, the streams are all grey. Even the sky 
is grey: No wonder this place is called Greyland.”” 
“What about the sun,’” said Plugg, casually poin- 
ting @ metallic thumb of the dimly glowing sun 
“Thot ain't grey. 


which is another dull 
was yellow, and the 
trees and grass were green, and the mountains were 
purple, and the streams were blue. Here everything is 


-grey, grey, grey. | hate grey.” 


‘As they spoke « head popped up over o rise in the 
ground which drew Flame and Plugg’s immediate 
attention. The head was shaped like a mushroom with 
twe black eyes ond a frowning mouth. The space ex- 
plorers would have become olarmed at the creature's 
sudden appearance if the thing hadn't looked se sad. 


“What are you?” asked Flame. 

“i'm o Glomp,’’ answered the creature in a low, 
quivering veice. When it sow that the girl and the 
tabot meant it ne harm, it came over the rise inorderto 
join them. 

The Glomp had a pudgy, wormlike bedy with ten 
sets of stubby legs and no arms. 

“The Gremmies are hunting for me, and I was 
wondering if you would be kind enough te hide me 
from them. They can be quite vicious; and when they 
jab with those pointed sticks, it can be painful.” 

The sad faced Glomp had captured Flame’s heart 
who was already trying to figure out a way to conceal 

htened creature, but Plugg was not so easily 


‘wot 

“We were ata Gremmy village just asenaey and 
they seemed to be peaceful little fellers. They were 
real nice ta us, an’ they even offered us food. Now why 
would such friendly tykes like that want ta do ya 
hurt?” 

“Because to Gremmies, Glomps are nothing more 
than just another tasty dish. You will never find anold 
Glomp on Greyland because the Gremmies are ex- 
cellent hunters, but | want to live long enough to get 
old)” 
“And | don’t blame you,” interrupted Flame. She 
pointed to o dust cloud in the distance made by a party 

emmy hunters. 


Spe & 
‘They'll be here any minute,” she warned. 

“Lie flat,’” commanded Plugg to the Glomp,.“an’ 
we'll cover ya with dirt. If yer real careful not ta move, 
they'll think yer just « mound of earth.”” 

There w ime to consider an alternate plan, so 
the Glomp did as Plugg told him; and ina short time, it 
was difficult to tell the Glomp from a clump of earth. 
And they covered him just in time because when the 
hunting party arrived they looked mean and hungry. 


“We're looking for the Glomp. We think he came. 
this way,” sald the leader of the group. 

The Gremmies were little peeple with chubby faces, 
pointed ears and twe knobby entennes protruding 
from their foreheads. Flame recognized their leader, 
Lopper, from seeing him the day before. 


ae he 


“Nobody came this way,” said Plugg. 

The party accepted Plugg’s werd and were about te 
continue their hunt elsewhere when Flome speke to 
them. 

“You should be ashamed of yourselves for hunting 

“those poor, innocent creatures, There's plenty of plant 
life around to keep you fed instead of killing them all 
before they can even grow old.” 

“You know an awful lot about Glomps for somaens 
who never saw one,” said Lopper suspiciously. 

Even as Lopper spoke, the mound of earth which 
covered the Glomp began to move and the Gremmias 
trained their spears on it. 

“Now ya blew it,” said Plugg to Flame. 

But as the patches of dirt fall away what emerged 
from the ground was not the fat worm that everyone 
had expected. The Glomp had changed. Unfolding its 
wings was one of the most beautiful creatures that 
Flame had ever seen. Its wings were huge and made 
up of every bright, glittering color in the rainbow. The 
Gremmies threw down their spears and stared et the 
magnificent creature with amazement. Never before 
had they seen such beauty. 

From that day forth, Glomps were never hunted 
again. Color, at last, had come te Greyland. 

THE END 


WATCH IT ERED! 
WE'RE GOIN’ TO 
FPA "FRED! 


Fig 1 HSA eles 
GAIN! OH, DEAR... 
On ZILTOXIAN 
CAN'T EVEN 


AKOUND HERE? 


I COULD ZOOM OVER }j| SLIT THEN, I’M NOT 
AND CATCH THEM IN 44 | LIKE MOST SUPER: 
MID-AIR!.. S HEROES, a Iz 


THAT'S WHAT MOST 
COMIC SUPER-HEROES 
WOULD DO. 


ae 


THAT'S GRATITUDE, ) 
ToAVE A 


FER YA! 
HIS LIFE AND HE'S 
CO NING ABOUT 
E STINGS! 


A| 


AHAY- 
STACK! 


BEING EXILEDON HEE 
EARTH BY THE 1.GET, aH Aa 
GLOWING ORB, NOW AN IF 
ISN'T ALL BAD! 


NOW HEAR 
THIS! GAZOO 
OF ZILTOX? 


YOU'LL FIND 
ouT!! 


ORBHASN'TSENTFORME 


THE GLOWING 
ORB? WHAT 
DIDI DOF 


YOUR DUTIES ON EARTH 
T'M 3 PUFFS 
HURRYING, 


MASTER! 


ARE SIMPLE, GAZOO! 
YOU MUST PROTECT. 
THE TWO PRIMITIVES 
WHO FOLIND YOU WHEN 


YOU FIRST ARRIVED! YOU 
HAVE SADLY NEGLECTED 
YOUR DUTIES! THOSE TWO 
SIMPLETONS ARE CONSTANTLY 
IN TROUBLE BECAUSE YOU 
HAVE BEEN GOOFING OFF! 


WHAT PO YOU SLUSGEST, GETON THE EALL, 
O GLOWING ORB? ‘oe DuUMM-DUNMM £ 


BOY! 0 GLOWING are eee SPEND 

A LOT OF TIME WATCHING FRED + 

AND BARNEY! HE'S BEGINNING 
TO SOUND LIKE THEM! 


HEY, FRED.) ‘ | wuat took \ ( ‘soRRY ABOUT 

GAZOO YASOLONS, T, FRED! 
SAVED GAZOO FROM NOWON, {LL 
YOLIE ALL . DOABETTER JOB! 


IF O GLOWING ORB 
1S WATCHING, HE'LL 
BE MAD! I'D BETTER 
HELP FRED! | 


HOLISE DOWN, 
ANOTHER THING, YOLI 
DIDN'T MOW THE LAWN 
AND BLAH BLAH BLAH.. 


I'M SORRY, FRED. THE 
FIRE WASN'T YOLIR. 
FAULT AND _I/LL MOW 
THE LAWN TOMORROWS J 
YOU MUST BE TIRED! 


AW, RATS! ME AN! BARNEY FRED IS 
HAPPY... 


WAS GONNA PLAY GOLF UN’ 
TODAY AN! IT'S KAININ’ THE BOSS 
CATS AN' DOGS! Ren LIKE 


HEY, FRED! TH" 
RAIN STOPPED 
JUST IN TIME FER 
US TA PLAY GOLF! 


BEAT YA TODAY, 
SHORTY! 


1 ONLY HAD_ 
213 STROKES 
YOLI HAD 304 f 


HEE HEE HEE! 0 BETTER HELP 
HE'LL PROBABLY } THESE TWO DUFFERS 
MISS IT LIKE OR I'LL BE HERE 
ALWAYS! re ALL DAY! 


os 


YABBA DABBa DoOL 
= AHOLE IN ONES! 


BOTH _- I DON'T NY 
GOreIgn THEN WHAT, FRED. WILMA on 
CONSECUTIVE BARNEY. wi 


LM. 
EVERYTHING 
THEY DO’ 


HOLES IN ONE... 
IT'S A COURSE 
REC 


IT AIN'T NO FUNTA CATCH : 
FISH THAT EASY! IT'S NO 
BUN TA GET A HOLE IN ONE 


FRED AND BARNEY 
ARE LOST INA 


i As » 
HK 
IF YOU'RE NOT CHICKEN, 
HELP THEM FIND THEIR 
WAY OUT IY Al 


